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men because he was not smoking, and because he sat in a chair
that swung round towards us in a most fascinating manner, and
because he did not laugh at me. I liked also Mrs. Bernard Beere,
the famous actress, to whom, after another drive in a hansom,
I was presented as she lay, in the middle of a large room some-
where, on a sofa of crimson velvet, with a great deal of lace
around her head, and an enormous bunch of hothouse grapes on
a small table beside her, and a company of important-looking
men standing and sitting around her. I liked her for giving me
so many of her grapes ; but my enjoyment of these was somewhat
marred by the more-than-A.-K.-Moorish mirth of one gentleman
at the smallness of " Beerbohm Tree's brother." This gentle-
man was of immense height and girth; and I was just old
enough to think of saying, and just too well-brought-up to say,
that I might as well laugh at the bigness of '* Beerbohm Tree's
friend/' I did but look fixedly at the striped shirt-collar that
he wore ; and later, when, in another hansom, Herbert told me
that the gentleman was Mr. Edmund Yates, I merely said that
I did not like his striped collar.

The greatest event of that great day was yet to come: we
were to lunch at Herbert's club. Was it the " Arundel," perhaps ?
The " Savage " ? I know not. I cared not. It was Herbert's
club, and I lunched in it, and was presented to the great Mr.
Godwin in it. At first I thought he must be ft a conspirator,"
for he wore a large black cloak and a large soft black hat. But
he had the most charming manners, and treated me as an equal,
and I quite agreed with the opinion, so often expressed by Herbert
in those days, that Godwin was a Master. I left the club in
company with these two, and Herbert, after hailing a hansom
for me and paying the driver, gave me a ten-shilling piece. To
have gold seemed to me at that time hardly less wonderful than
it would seem in this age of paper. That gold piece soon became
some mere silver; that silver, vanishing copper; but the
memory of those hours with Herbert was a treasure to be
jealously hoarded.

Herbert was (then and always) a hero to me. But, let me
add, Julius was a god. And he was not so because he had
explored Patagonia (remote and savage things had no magic
for me), nor because he had written a much-praised book about